G'ustave Flaubert Letters

The infinite stupidity of the masses makes me indulgent to
individualities, however odious they may be. I have just gulped
down the first six volumes of Buchez and Roux. The clearest
thing I got out of them is an immense disgust for the French.
My Heavens! Have we always been bunglers in this fair land
of ours? Not a liberal idea which has not been unpopular, not
a just thing that has not caused scandal, not a great man who
has not been mobbed or knifed! "The history of the human
mind is the history of human folly!" as says M. de Voltaire.

And I am convinced more and more of this truth: the doc-
trine of grace has so thoroughly permeated us that the sense
of justice has disappeared. What terrified me so in the history
of *48 has quite naturally its origins in the Revolution, which
had not liberated itself from the middle ages, no matter what
they say. I have re-discovered in Marat entire fragments of
Proudhon (sic) and I wager that they would be found again in
the preachers of the League.

What is the measure that the most advanced proposed after
Varennes? Dictatorship and military dictatorship. They
close the churches, but they raise temples, etc.

I assure you that I am becoming stupid with the Revolution.
It is a gulf which draws me in.

However, I work at my novel like a lot of oxen. I hope on
New Year's Day not to have over a hundred pages more to
write, that is to say, still six good months of work. I shall go
to Paris as late as possible. My winter is to pass in complete
solitude, good way of making life run along rapidly.

XCVIII.    To GUSTAVE FLATJBEET, IN PARIS

Nohant, 20 November, 1868

You say to me, "When shall we see each other?" About the
15th of December, we are baptizing here our two little girls as
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